CHAPTER  TWELVE
I WAS lucky enough to have two Europeans as my
fellow-passengers in the big Buick car which
carried me south from Nazareth. The driver was a
Jew, a bronzed young fellow who spoke good English.
One of my companions was a Nonconformist clergyman
who had spent nearly a year in the Holy Land, study-
ing the places of the Bible; the other was a German
who seemed to be some sort of commercial traveller
for a large firm in Northern Germany. He, also, spoke
excellent English.
We were the leading vehicle, following immediately
behind the escorting armoured-car, a small affair,
manned by three British policemen. It had an
armoured hood to protect the driver, and sides of sheet
steel which gave cover to any men sitting inside.
Altogether it looked rather like a small metal water-
tank, except for the machine-gun which projected over
the top.
We dropped down the sweeping curves of the moun-
tain road beneath the Place of Precipitation, and in
a few moments were on a long straight stretch of
asphalted road, sloping gently towards the centre of
Armageddon and lined with Jewish farms and villages.
I was struck by the modern methods of agriculture
used by the Jewish settlers. There was everything
titere of which I had read in English and American
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